But she was always glad to see us, asking me to come, although she
said she valued her Regency at the University of Wisconsin too much ever
to be seen with me in public. (There were other reasons I guess, because
it wasn't so very long before she married,) For any woman to be seen with
me in public was pretty dangerous for the woman (not to mention
dangerous to me). So I loved the Zona who wrote Lulu Sett, And after I
knew her a little better I told Zona that I didn't believe she ever wrote the
book, she was so unlike Lulu Bctt, herself. But you couldn't quarrel with
Zona. She was too complete and lovely in herself. She was like something
exquisitely carved out of ivory.
I wonder, though, what she meant when she said 'the wisest thing you
have ever done,' because it was no wisdom of mine that kept me in the
country. No, it was something constitutional. My mother so deeply loved
life in the Valley that I am sure I nursed at the Valley's breast when I
nursed at hers.
Terrestrial beauty so grows on me as I grow up that the longer I live
the more beautiful it becomes, A walk in our countryside when the
shadows are lengthening is to look and drink a poignant draught—and look
and drink again, I wonder if anything there can be in 'Heaven* is so lovely,
If not, how tragic Death must be! Death or no death, I see our country-
side as a promise never to be broken.
THE AMERICAN CITIZEN
And here in the midst of this small trilogy of reminiscence, where and
when and how she appeared in my life, between The Merry Wives of
Taliesin and Lulu Bett, is Olgivanna. Fate the dealer dealt her to me at
this particular moment. And since Fate so decided and this is, in a way, an
autobiography, I do not have either the hardihood to fly in the face of
Fate and change the place of her appearance or leave her out. These
eighteen years she has been a vivid living presence, next to my heart
and in the hollow of my arm, a joy and inspiration*
She is here under the casual title 'The American Citizen', which,
though a triumph of understatement, is a true and becoming title for
Olgivanna.
Were I to keep on 'growing up' I had reached a jumping-off place. At
least a critical stage in the growth of this thing which is me. Things had
been going pretty low so far as I was concerned* Something was past due.
What was it? Was it me?
When I met her at the parting of the ways, a mad gemus«of-the-pig«
bristles, Jerry (Blum) was alongside. A better than good, much-travelled,
diamond-in-the-rough painter but rather terrifying. His parents had
spoiled him. with too much easy money. There was a fury in him now
damned by trouble with his wife Lucile. I myself, lower down in my own
estimation than I had ever been in my life, was staying at the Congwg
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